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Advertiſement. 


Here are tuo Things which ſel- 
dom fail to come 10 Light, Mur- 
der and Verſes. Theſe Letters were 
dropt as the famous POLLY 


PEACHUM 7ook Coach to meet 
His 


" - * 


1 give them to divert. If they fac 
ceed, I am pleaſed: if they dont, 
I care not one Farthing. 
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From the Seven Stars NMX, 
 Ludgate- Hill. — 0h may 
all the reſt prove kind! 


Moſt Adorable Lady, 


AM this Moment returned from the 
'Theatre, all entranced with your moſt 
muſical Harmony, Oh ſweet- ſinging 
Siren, | ſacrifice my Heart at the Altar 
of your Beauty, which is charmingly di- 
vine. In fine, I am quite broke for m 
Trade; if the Ladies ſay, Mr. Fluſb-Cheet, 
what tis the Price of this Silk? I an- 
ſwer —— Polly. Hou? —— Peachum. 


To the Tune of Sally, Sc. 
I. 


Oh that I were ſome mighty Prince, 

Or country Squire ſo jolly, 

Or Lord, or Duke, or garter'd Peer, 
For my beloved Polly. 


II. Or 
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I 


Or that I was this 57 Sill, 
(But wiſhing is a Folly) 

To kiſs thy Breaſt as white as Milk, 
Ob my enchanting Polly. 


. 
ö 


| Or that I was thy yielding Glove, 
To preſs thy Hand —— Ah ſhall I 
Or rather was thy deareſt Love, 

Oh my engaging Polly. 


IV. 


No longer now T dreſs my Hair, 
For I am melancholy ; 

And for my ſelf 1 littte care, 
T care ſo much for Polly. 


+ Philander Fluſh-Cheek. 


P. S. I ſend a Piece 
of the neweſt Silk. | 
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Moſt Unaccountable Charmer. 


Curſt the Hour of Six, which tore you 


from my Arms, and all Buſineſs. I al- 
moſt reſolved to Sacrifice Cook upon Lit- 
fleton. 

JI committed a Thouſand tender Extra- 
vagances, kiſſed the Chair on which you 
ſat, inſenſibly blew out my Fire, and 
mourned in Darkneſs over my Green- 
cloth; where I drank the Coffee left in 


your Diſh. Methought I heard the Tap of 


a Fan at my Door, which I had folded a- 
ainſt Gold it ſelf. I flew to open it —— 
ut oh Death to Love! how l was ſur- 


prized, inſtead of my adorable Charmer, | 


to find Doctor Drum-Ear in my Arms, 
who roared out. I called the Watch for 
Light, who flared immoderately at us 
both, as we did at one another. They 
run down Stairs, and cried out the Devil, 
the Devil. The Doctor's Face was as black 
as his Gown. In fine I diſcovered that, 
8 of Coffee, I had drunk all my 

Never was there ſuch an unfortunate 
Lover. I ſent for an Apothecary, took a 
Vomit, waſhed my Face, and went to Bed, 


Where 
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come and attone for theſe Diſaſters. 
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where I attend your dear Commands, Oh 
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To the Fair Polly. 


13 heard the Public praiſe thy Name, 
And trembled for my Voice, and ſinking Fame. 
Enrag'd I did my Theatre reſign, 
And left my Crowd, to make a Fool at thine; 
Fhere neither Wit, nor Harmony I found, 

But Farce and Diſcord with Applauſes crown d. 
Ab Polly, ſoon thy Slaves will ſcorn thy Song; 
Such Reigus as onrs can ne er continue long. 

Let us our Forces then together join 

The gayer Fools be yours, the graver mine. 


a hn dd kit rr. 


From my Slaughter- | 
Houſe, in the mid- | H 
dle of Newport — 
Market, Fane the 
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From a Squinting Lawyer. 


Deſirable Lady. 
1 my Eyes look ten thouſand 
thin 


Ways at once, they never ſaw any 
ing ſo lovely as your fair ſelf. All their 
various Beams are attracted by your Beauty; 

nd they multiply every Charm. Imagine 
then the Height of my Paſſion, how 

uch greater than any other Lover's can 
e. Let this, which the Vulgar dully call 
quenting, turn to the Advantage of my 
ove. But while I look ſo much on you, 


am blind to Intereſt, which was your 
redeceſſor in my Soul. 


If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, Sc. 


F Polly is generous ſhe'll pity my Flame; 

Aud if ſhe but loves me, I am not to blame. 
Vale, with Pleaſure, if ſhe crown my Deſire z 

F not, I will ſet the whole Commons on Fire. 

Oh come to my Boſom, my Chambers are free, 

The World now forſakes me, but I'll find it in thee. 
My Papers 1 * to every Wind 


Aud the Green Bag ſhall periſh, if Polly be kind. 


Argus Vellum. 


ow B From 


10 
From the Four Kings, Rap-Fair. 
Madam, | 


Have heard of the great Sway you 
bear in Town, to my Surprize ; for I 
have lived in Rag-Farr theſe Forty Years, 
and without much Succeſs, tho” I ſing to 
a Miracle, can roar with any Lyon in the 
Tower, and my Voice is as loud as H—ly's. 
repeat Verſes like an Angel, and can 
make them too. Pope, Swift, and Gay 
are nothing to me; yet am I forced tg 
blow my own Blaſt. 1 have been at the 
Charge of framing all my Works ; and it 
has coſt me Fifty Pounds in Leaf-Gold, 
to no purpoſe, The Town is fond, and 
mad after you; but Tt ſet it right, or I'll 
know why. I went into the Army to ſhow 
my Perfections, am a Captain in the Train'd 
Bands, and diſcipline my Men in Verſe. If 
you'll come and ſee us exerciſe, you may, 


and we'll have our Plumes new-cleaned. 
'Tis better then any Review. My Height, 


my Mien, my Manner ' are ſurprizing. If 
you'll be Kihd to me, Ml tranſmit you 


to Fame, in one of the beſt gilt Frames. 


oy | c! Women 
n. 414 


[ «1 ] 
Women are Fools, or they would ever chuſe 
A Lover with a Fame=beſtowing Muſe 
Who can to future Ages make them ſhine, 
They all ſhall hear you ſing, if youll be mine. 


Your Valorous Servant, | 


1 . Shacklet—n. 


he} An Old Woman cloath'd in Rags. 


| i J. 
Fay Hopp d to thy Play t'other Day, 
he And there what ſtrange Wonders I ſaw ? 
Gon- Men all Frolick and Gay, 
714 Ah what will become of the Law ! 


nd | I. 


Old Age and Wrinkles grown mad, 
Appearing to fright one another : 

Jer was fo frighted egad, 

For there I eſpyd my own Mother. 


III. 22 45 
Zit think not thy Favours I ſlight, 
So far Tl agree with the Town, 
Tf thou wilt give me a Night, 
Oh then I will give thee a Crows. 


Men B 2 I've 
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IV. 
Te a Sitvery Watch of my Sire's, 
That hangs in a Leath'ry String. 


And if thou wilt crown my Deſires, 


 Thau ſhalt have that pretty old Thing. 
Pendrill Peering. 
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From my little Rum in Pel-Mel —--- 
Tis common to ſay the Howr. - 


Charming Meam, | 


1 NO knot iff I heve Refon tu acquſe, or 


blis mi Stairs. I am entolerabel in Loaf, 
and reduſt to a mere ſhado. Fram beeing 
halff a Yard en the Waſte, I ame bot a 
kuarter, and halples as ane Enfante. Mi 
Peeple dres mee as thay wil, that i ame a 
mere Friwght. I ame lacet tu the Woarld, 
and what is moar woarſer tu mi deer ſelff. 
I mett Lad: Weſle-Faſe in the Baxt'ather 
Nite, whu ſterted to cee me luke ſo pail. — 
Lard! faſe the, ſar Friwghtfooll, is itt 
yu, or yur Coſt that hoavers neer Pally! — 
I maid a lo Bough, and a Bluwſh —— Gad, 
Gad, yu ar rewind! — Hyever i have 
{att far mi Pictor to Zzncks att Legnth, far 
r ” ure 
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yure Lediſhip's Wach: till than ackſept 
itt in blawk and whight. 

I ame fare en mi Faſe to a Wunder 
mi Eiſe lawnguiſhen, and ſwete; Mon Toup 
a Marveil bien poudere, but i am al yur's — 
My Leggs ar ſmal ; mi Hands whight ; mi 
Tith ivery ; my Maner tout Charmant. — 
Bot whither doſe my Buty lede me? —— 
I'll bee revenjed, and knot luke at Miſelff 
this Howre. —— Mi Talor tears Mee fram 
yu with a nu Sute of Clowths — But Ill 

' | apere an the Stage too Nite. 


SUR FRIWGHTFOOL FRIZZLE. 


bn 


— 


WP 


A Challenge from C---oni andF--- na, 
zo Polly Peachum. 


WW E Rival Queens in Intereſt now combine; 
Unite our flying Troops to ruin thine. 
Think not to ſcream Us from this happy Iſle, 
The Ladies, Peers, and Coblers on you ſmile. 

We bave our Heroes, who have liſten'd long 
With well-affefted Raptures to our Song. 

And Challenge Thee ts bring thy foppiſh Train — 
Be Hounſlow, fam'd for Camps, the notic'd Plain. 
But Pity pleads —— Let not our Female Rage 

Thoſe noble Lives in ſuch @ Cauſe engage. 


Bring 


141 
Bring Thou a Second equal to the Cauſe; 
Apoint the Song; and fir'd by fair Applauſe, 
Before our Troops we will the Combat try : 
if thou'rt Vittorious, we will yield and dye. 


From our Thrones, in 
the Hay- Market. 


— 


n 
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Kupendous Madam. 


Y Head has been of late ſo crowded 
with the Affairs of Europe, and the 
many Exigences which concern the Safety 


and Honour of this Hle, that I come late 


with my Myrrhe and Frankincenſe to you. 
O Goddeſs of the Gay, and Pride of the 
bright World! Yet, Madam, the Town is 
fickle. It once admir'd me: my Problems 
and Politicks were its Delight and Imitation. 
But now I run unregarded in the Mall; 
and have vowed perpetual Silence, that my 
Thoughts may be wholly employed in 
Scheming for the Good of my Country. 

If I was not preparing with great Haſte 
for Soiſſon, where my Advice and Aſſiſtance 
is waited for by all the Plenipotentiaries, I 
I ſhould not ſo ſoon ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


Tour Friend and Servant, 


; P.—ne. 
Ae Ah 


better. 
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[15] 
Ab tremble at the Changes of my Fate, 
And dread the tranfient Foy of being great. 
Neglected Beauty is a wretched Thing, 
Worſe than à Courtier fallen, or ruin'd King. 
Oh while thy dying Charms retain a Spark yet, 
Collect thy Wits, and make a happy Market. 
When thy Price falls, to Germany Dll ſend 
Thy ruin'd Charms, the Emperor's my Friend. 
Or elſe to frozen Ruſſia thou ſhalt go, 
Mbere furry Love lies warm, tho" clad in Snow. 
Or you ſhall ſhine in Gallia's warmer Coaſt, 
Where at Threeſcore you may be ſtill a Toaſt; 
Where Paint and Lace the gawdy Charmer forms, 
And Arts, inflead of Darts, are Cupid's Arms, 


J. Payne. 
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From an old affeted Phyſ cian and 


A). 
Madam, | 


VO ME of my Patients the other Night 
drew me to your Opera, where J re- 
ceived a moſt violent Rheum by leaving 
off one of my Night-Caps, in order to hear 
But now I may _— make one of 

your Crowd, for I cannot hear at all. I 


put 


| 
| [ 16 ] | 
ut on a new Pair of Stays to defend my 
reaſt from the Darts of Love, but have 
wounded my Sides much more, which pre- 
vents my waiting at your Levee among my 
Fellow- Creatures. 


Inſtead of my Picture, I incloſe a Medal 


of Alexander's, who was as great a Con- 
9 as your Ladyſhip. Tis worth the 


orld, tho' only in Braſs. Pray do not 
ruin it by cleaning, but let it adorn your 
lovely Neck when you ſing next. I ſend 
with it a Doze of Rhubarb, excellent for 


the Texture of the Skin. If you are not 
engaged next Sunday, do me the Honour 


to eat a boiled Chick with me. We may 
vomit in Concert; it will help the Voice 
and Complexion. The Dutcheſs of **** 
takes one every A, I keep my great 
Chair, but will ſend my other for you, 
which is the moſt gentle in the World, 
commodious to a Degree. I am, 


Fair Creature 


Tour Save. 


7 * 
. 4 o * . * 
0 5 p 


. * 
n * 
* 


— — —— 


[ 17 ] 


e | To the moſt Unharmonious Polly. 


y L ET whining Slaves thy Tinſel Charms purſue, 
in With Snuff-Box, Watch, and Rings, and 
Billet-doux, 

Thy tuneleſs Voice, and Champions I deſpiſe, 
The Man who vindicates thy Folly dies. 8 
Give me Miſs Warren with obliging Eyes. 

Daller than Puppets in a Common Show, 
Thou Bane to Love, and Mufick's mortal Foe, 
ben next you ſcream your unharmonious Song, 
Tho guarded by your Fools, ten thouſand ſtrong, 
Pl Hifi, Pl Sing myſelf, nay 1 will Fight, ( 
And if theſe will not do, I'll even write. 


Pr. 
Moor-Fields : 
My Apartment. 
— * — — — — — 


From an honeſt Half Pay Officer, 
Dear Couſin, 


|| Appear ungrateful to my ſelf, till I have 
giyen you my Thanks, and the Society's 
have the Honour to belong to, for your 
**F admirable Performance, in ſetting us in a 
proper Light. 1 i 


1181 


do not fear but in a little Time to ſee 
all the Fops in Town converted to our 
Troop, which is indeed far nobler than 
the Lives they lead. Our Buſineſs would 
inſpire their Bloods, if they have any, and 
give Life to their Complexions. 

Alexander and Cæſar were of our Sett, 
and all.the great Men of every Age. Mi- 
niſters of State too adorn our Profeſſion; 
and we have even the Glory of having the 
Ladies among us. Beauty itſelf is a 
Thief, and Wit too. I think the Poet and 
Mr. Rich are excellent in our Art, for they 
have robbed the whole Town before us, 
and left us very little to do. Yet with your 
Aſſiſtance we might receive the Reſt, and 
rob all the polite World in one Night. From 
the Fops we could find no Reſiſtance ; they 
neither can, nor dare draw their Swords; 
we fear not their whole little Body. Pleaſe 
to engage Brother Rich, and your Hero: 
they ſhall ſhare the Booty of this grand 
Benefit Night. Direct a Line to the Dragon 
in Smithfield, where we Toalt you every 
Night. I am, 


Tour moſt aſfectionate Kinſman 


Macquoir. 

P. 8. Will Surtont zs JOUTS — 
I ſend a Token for the Captain. 
- -.--{{alf-Pay falls ſhort. 


The 
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F: HE Noble Rope in Anger I decline, 

And wiſh it round that Siren Neck of thine. 
I drop the Pole from my diſdaining Hand; 
No more I'll dance to this ill-judging Land : 


'Till the pale Beaux ſtart, frighted, from their Place, 
And deprecate the Cruſh of my Embrace. 

Were theſe bold Limbs ſo oft expos'd in vain? 
I'll ſhade them, never to be ſeen again. 

PII take the Petticoat, and leave a Coaſt 
Hhere Art is ſcorn d, and Excellence is loſt. 

Are theſe the Vows the faithleſs Publick made? 
And is it thus my Dangers are repaid ? 

Frequent the Crowd has trembled for my ſake, 
Their ardent Praiſes made the Cordage ſhake , 
But ftill I ventur'd, by Applauſes fir'd, 

All heedleſs of the Legs ſo much admir'd. 

May Cramps and Palſy ſeize the changing Town ! 
That thus a lifeleſs Lump ſhould pull me down. 
PII, vengeful, to your Theatre repair, 

Hhere ſwarm gay Spectres of embodied Air 
Give one loud Stamp, more tuneful than your Song, 
And diſſipate at once the viſionary Throng. 


No more PII thump the Rope with dreadful Grace, 8 
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A Challenge from the Valiant and Re- 
nowned Mr. F—g. - 


Britons, Strike home, (9c. 


Polly, to my Arms refi — gn, reſi — gn thy 
Charms ; 


Nor hope thou ſhalt defend thy Beauties long 


For I have every Art, that can ſubdue the Heart, 


See my Valour, ſee my Valour, bear my Song. 
Then yield apace to my Embrace, let me take place, 
Of all the ſhining, fighing Throng. 


Heroes approach, approach, approach, all you that 


dare, 
Ab ah ——— Home to your Heart, 
Guard, guard no other Part, 
Tour Heads are not worth my Care, 
For 1 ſpould find only Powder there. 


F—g. 


The 


Le- 


The Laſs of Peaties Mill. 


J. 
H Polly ! lovely Laſs, 
Whoſe Voice ſi rude, and ſhrill, 
Would break a Venice Glaſs, 
And, potent, turn a Mill. 


II. 
Undaunted is thy Mien, 
As any Son of Arms ; 
Oh that Ine er had ſeen 
Thy Spirir-quenching Charms! 


III. 
Oh thou haſt ſpoilt my Thought 
And Cant all . e ; 
To ue 4 Paſs I'm brought, 
name thee for my Text, 


IV. 

The Holy Siſters groan, 
To ſee me gone aſtray, 
And leave me oft alone; 
I fee them drop away. 


V. 
Oh come, ſweet-ſmiling Sin, 
And for my Loſs attone; 
If could temps Thee in, 
I'd with Thee be alone. 
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VI. 
By Love himſelf I ear 
Th I am 4 lot h, f 
Thou art ſurprizing fair. 
Forgive, good 2 my Oath . 


VII. 
A Suit of harmleſs Dove, 
A Pinner neat, and plain, 
Shall dre/s my .eareſt Love 
Nor adreſs her Charms in vais. 


VIII. 
Love does not take Delight 
In an embroider'd Jupe, 
In Gold, or Diamonds bright, 
Nor tumbles thro' a Hoop. 


IX. 
The ſweet inviting Eye, | 
And arching Brow ſo dark, 
Thence the keen Arrows fly 
Of this deſigning Spark, 


X. 
Let not the vain Toupee | 
Prophane my Pally's Door; 
J cannot bear to ſee 


The Babylonian Whore. 
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Dear Mary, 


F Thou inclineſt to have Regard to this 
| Friendly Invitation, the Profits of m 

ribe, and the choice of my Shop ſhall be 
at thy Command. I would ſeriouſly adviſe 
Thee to beware of the Numbers that are 
daily fluttering about Thee; for they are 
of the wanton ſort, and unprofitable ; they 
will bring Thee into a State of Sorrow . 
and Woe. My Loving-kindneſs towards 
Thee 1s pure, internal, and truly unfeigned ; 
and therefore I ſhall remain to Thee moſt 
faithfully. The other Chaps will be frail ; 
for their Delight is in Wickedneſs, and in 
leading aſide filly Women. —— Vet] de- 
fire to be ſecret in my Concerns with 


Thee, and reſt in all Righteouſneſs, and 
Leal, thy 


Loving Friend 
Elijah G — ſon. 


From Grace-Church-Street, 
in the City of London, 


the 11th Day of the Gth 
Month, 1728. 


Pretty 


Dear 


[ 24 ] 


4 u Parrot ſay, Ge. 


Pretty Polly, when 
| T 5008 dull Scenes are o' er, 
And we are our ſelves again, 
Meet me at the Door. 
Arn in Arm, gay in warm, we will charm, 
| | All the Ni F! in Laug bing, 
gy ot) nt) he! ha! 12 &c. 


er Wine ſo gayly Quaſfing. 


| II. 
| |; See this crowded Stage, 
I | To gamire our Song. 
il | 27 a pretty edt» x 'd Age: 
onſe bleſs it ——1 
W, 4 we ſhine with Wit and Wi zne, oh 
| And we'll together fix [be mine 
{| And laugh and I— oil, and laugh and Holl 
In a ( — ach and Six. 
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